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He Is Free 


Author's Notes: 
So | enjoy Norse mythology but uh.. Yeah this was weird and | wrote it at like three am.. whoops. Sorry. 


The world slowly comes to focus, and Joakim Brodén attempts to sit up, but is pushed down by small and 
firm hands. The man says something, but Joakim can't comprehend what. The man seemed to realize this, and 
repeated it slowly. Joakim realized it wasn't another language, just a strange version of Swedish, his native 
language. 


"Stay down," the man repeats, keeping his hands on Joakim's chest and leg. Joakim nods slowly, and relaxes 
more against the soft object he was on. The man removes his hands and Joakim finally gets a glance at him. 
He wasn't very tall, with long, shoulder-length hair that was darker at his head and lightened as it travelled 
down. He had blue eyes, which were clear and expressive, but warm. He walks from the small room he was 
enclosed in and disappears in a hallway. Joakim notes the pillows behind his head, so he manages to scoot his 
sore body into a more comfortable sitting position. The man soon returns with a bowl of some kind of soup 


and a glass of water. He smiles when he sees Joakim sitting up, and leaves the water and soup on the 


bedstand. He was about halfway down the hall when Joakim spoke. 


"Wait," he calls out, hearing how rusty and deep his voice was. The stranger turns, surprised he had 
spoken, and walks back into the room. 


"Yes?" He asks, watching Joakim carefully. He knew he shouldn't trust this man who he had found in the 
ice while burning off some extra pyro, but those large eyes and his voice caught his attention, and made it 


difficult to not trust him. 


"Who are you?" It was a simple question, but Joakim didn't expect a full answer. 


"My name is Par Sundström. | live here, in Falun, Sweden. What's your name?" He asks, smiling gently. 


"Joakim Brodén," he says and notices that Par seemed surprised. "Why are you surprised?" He asks after 
a moments hesitation. 


"Ie heard of you. You were a fighter.. Many, many years ago. A powerful man.. What happened to you? 
Why were you in the ice?" 


"Ran and Hel.. They said if | continued to fight they would freeze me. Ran caught me in her net and pulled 


me down.. Hel froze me there.. How did you find me?" 


"| was using up some extra pyro. It's fire we use for our music," he explains and Joakim nods. 


Joakim doesn't respond, but grabs the soup and the spoon, and starts eating. Par leaves not long after, 
and the sound of running water floats into the room. Joakim finishes the water and soup, and decides he needs 
to get up and walk around. He takes a few shaky steps, but quickly regains his balance. He hears the shower 
turn off, so he sits back on the edge of the bed. A few minutes later, Par returns only wearing jeans. 


‘| heard you walking around. How are you feeling?" He asks through a rubber band in his mouth, gathering 
his hair in one hand. After he was satisfied he had gotten all his hair in his hand, he takes the band out of his 
mouth and wraps it around and around until he has a tight ponytail. Out of the corner of his eye, he notices a 
strand of hair he missed, and sighs in defeat. 


Joakim smiles at his struggles with his hair, and replies to his question with "I feel better now." 


"Good. Since you'll probably be living here for a while, I'll grab groceries. Want anything specific?" He asks, 
disappearing into a dark room across the hall. Light spills from the room a moment after, and a shadow of Par 
shows that he was throwing a shirt on. 


Joakim's brain fizzeled out for a moment, but responded with "no, | don't think | need anything special.” 
when Par poked his head in. 


"Alright! lIl be gone about an hour. Think you'll be okay? There's food and water in the fridge, anyways," 


he says, fussing with a knot in his hair. 


"lll be fine, Par. Go, I'll live." 


"I'll see you soon, then," he says, throwing on his coat and boots. "Bye!" Joakim hears the door open and 


close, and smiles to himself. "He's so nice." 


